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A Candle to Frank

\. B. Fromtaer.
'.,4in Srwar" Tarli

-

THK above lines appeared in The Tr
Ar tlawii the <in\

r.-.ons oi Manetta. (Ia.,hac
¦m his cell. h.id rcmo\«"i

io ¦ conv4»ienl oak and liail taken tl
I Jew. The Eaal Siile sti!l shu

the i .t all, hut few in thi* East
.> the iitfle old woman uhose nsall

\4 a dam per ril nightly
with ¦¦¦}':¦ <n\o know

she lived nor where she ha-- fone. Ask
writers of the Yiddish presa, thoae otnniv-

- iie fonip aml stray
and they will shrup their shoulden ll

by luck tha* I happoncd tO sl
Marya-lrr, Shtilmati.

t of the lynrhing I had been sent
'.ion on the Kast Si.le. Frank's

took the news with hoinlos* wratii.
a ery of revonpe on their lipa and nn

pity in their henrts. Groups gath
red in front of the bulletin boa .is on E«8l

arors jumpetl on boxet, a siph
the crowds. I stopped for a

.orner of Eait Hrnatiway and
: and purchased a paper. The

iv*Jd in chanpe wert wet.

Old and wrink'ed. with a shawl 'hrown over

uas the woman who had aold
ne tho paper. The leapinp t.amc of a pedler's

her pinched, yellow face iruo striking
18*. Just an old crank dis

h her ilay's earninps. mipht have
.. r (if the husy passerhy. Rnt

rinderneath the streaks of dirt it was a kindly
."are. a face that reminded me much of

-her."
i*;. employinp the Yiddish

,;;mir. t ¦! "prairdma." "Why ar.-

C?"
The eyes of the old woman he'.d the secret

nf Isn. id trapedy.
Why, you ask?" 6he replied. "''ry I mus*

and will until the day ofmy death. WhowiO
rv over the death of such a fair .Tewish son7
\ prince has fallen in Israel- a prince. Leo

iiis life ha* been snatched from
him bj murderer.-*, may they never rest in

anti] the Lord takes their own. Gottl
hestroy them as they have destroyed him."

Bh***llld you, a weak old woman.

4leath of one whom you have never

ri?"
"I know him not," she replied. 'But my son

- ri?"
Hyman went to college with Leo. Both

went to the College Come'.l. Always did he

help him when he had no money, and God
I make very little. From selllnp papers

'(.ne car- l barely a living. And Leo helpcd my
I.eo!"

ri the old woman was carried away by
-.. There, in that East .Side 8tre-t.

the tirarna of the situation seized me. Here
waa Ka-t Side reaction. Why go further?
A few months iater I songht out old Mary-

[t WM on . I rnlay r.ipht, the eve of
Sabbath. She would not be sellinp

l»apers on this nipht. Maryasha Shulmar, was

in her two-ronm flat at 64 Orchard Street,
liphtinp the Sabbath candles required by .l»w

ish law. Two loaves of homemade hread
Ki the end of the small table. A

dean tablecloth hid the dirt and markinps on

d a platter of gefuetttt
adorned the a] 8 centre.

he proetod. She Iit two

small candies, then applied the flame of or.e to

a candle somewhat larper. This she placed on

a shclf. The others stood guard over the
learM of bread.

SheJbboth, bobenu," I returned.
"Who'n do you mourn that you place the third
candle by it-solf?"
"You are the man who spoke with me on that

'.rn abevd?" she queried, siphlnp.
Then her face Iit with a reminis-*
Now*, more than ever, I reaiized what a kindly,

['11 tell you, mj
Tha' .i' dle I bavc put away to the mem
I.eo Frank."

..' erery Friday night?"
"Every Friday night, aa long as I will live."

1 Maryasha Shulman. "God knows,
I can do for him. \S ere

Inn then say Koddiak morninp ar.d
wl I I'tay. But what can a poor old

i' costs only two

my soi Hyman der Gott eeliger
more than that. Tell me. Have
his parent--? AH how broken

What a misfortun\
rtune!"

i sl ;. Idle papers, bobenu?" I

am pettinp old," Maryasha Shu!
¦I bravely. "Hyman will not permit

y onouph. may
helr ter me. Some day they will

n the grave, but nray riy Hyman live
Koddiak after n

mother."
I admonished.

replied the old woman, cluckinp
a wry tmee. "Am I
woman like me

much longer to live. And when I die perhaps
ihe .'hty will permit me to r

heaven, the heaven of diamonds
and gold. Then will I thank I.eo, that nobl-2

The candle on *he shelf flickered fltfully,
little paraffln runninp down it-

ling in disks on the bare WOoden
floor. S

retrarcd my step-. An-
oth<r family occupied the two-room flat. <'f

Jewish nratron I inquired where I
find old Maryasha Shulman.
"Ifaryaaha Shulntan?" she retumed. «nh a

bft of her brows, "She
wreks."

I wor.dered then if M..
been granted her wish,

HIST! THE FILLUMS ARE UPON US!
Y/twmoWmifi DBO.

aWho Are Your Cried the Dirne {Price 5 Cents) Novel. "Who Am I?" Repeated
the Hardy Young Stranger; "IAm the Blood-and-Tlmnder Movie!" Whereat

thc Other Turned Deadly Pale (hy Comparison), for the Game Was Up.
By THOMAS T. HOYNE

*/ / 4 MD who are* jonV
Ljk 'Nick Carter!1

"'Nol tho famoua ***ovi i

tectivi
" 'The same!'
'Hands flew np! Wild cri«<4 ran? OOtl"
No Umf«JT do boya read such Btirrinp stufT

aa this. Thry don't rl a-rpiiver
ement, theii taring at tho latest

e'a l.ihrary carefully foldcd in
graphiea. Beadle'a l.ihrary ia

extinct. Nick Carter is dead.
S'tfeath! Thr* movics have done their foul

wi rk a

Boya ara -hrewd harcriiners at bw,
thrilla. Tin y are tl ira. They
have learned a I rilla which
have ¦ much hipher ratr of osoillation per

than any ei ivei fun
hy the wi enturaa of Deadwood
Rosebud Bob nr Old Slenth. They
from the thraldom of the nkkel novel.

to tho reacue.

Boya know thal th< ahakier thrills
the Parnuma in ¦

of "The £ or Pearl White in
a Parlay f Perila, thi
inp a nl novel, evi n with the
danper of read
picious teacher.
Twci every boy that ran awaj

from- home teed off, ak, on ¦

novel. When he was final ly hunkrrod in B

poliee fifty miles from the old fa
stead he ad tl al the nicki
him OB 1 '"«.

To-day the moviea furnish him his hlood
and thundi tion. No boy haa

>-i noveli in order to 'eam
the rules of qtli
movii each him these rules; and
it can teach him hesides the whole art of
barrcx g as practi ed ly a hero in

Vt
\\i read aboul it when you can

S K E
I remember readlnf a nickel novel in which

-illain hurled the hei the floor and
P"ti his rccumhent frame. He

'.]gh a kn f< ra »r, which
thi* hero'a heart.

Neai bj 'av the heroine. securely bound. She
er Btrugglea to free her-

mighl ruah to the hero'
cup. Ofr (lew one ( her slippera. It carrre

Bi the
ring kni;'- l he fell

plunged deep into the heel of tl per; bi
the h< ed.

¦. tchea the
arm of coincidence further than this.

\ few days 5 aboul tiftecn yeara
old, who .-aid his name waa Pram

Home. He
ed hone, 01

r which wai scratcl
.¦ild fhe fo Btory to the superin-

:. Spring:
"My n bj a long time aero, ai

a t yeai ago in a 1

rei o\er a gold nugget He wai ¦
at ('¦ When 1

"1 his bunk ir; tho
cabin where he lived and gave me this hone.

" 'Take thia, n 1
New V'irk Show him

e will pive y.
I*. ia your inheritance.'

'I have walked all the way acre*-"- the
ent. Il a hard journe;..
m her*' and mj 11¦ er."

\ i alled in. He

"S'ral he. "The mtn
Invi had r:evcr

" alifornia in his life. He had run

away from hifl home in Boston. He had en-

graved thfl stranpe desipn on the hone with
his. jackknife.

Could there he any more dr"adful evidence
of the decline of thr* nickel norel than this.'

Banp! Banp! By Hoavons there IS more

Iful evidence still!
rank Merrivale, Diamorid Pick and a hosf

of other h<irtMfl have been wiped out by the
relentle*M movies. Beorsfl of Boy Avcnpcrs,
Boy Teirors of the Plainfl and Boy Heteet.ive*.
have dropped in their trarks:
Thc woekly output of nickel novels, which

used I inred in tons, has dwindled un¬

til to-day there are only eipht publications in
ount them! Eipht!

ind H MllM*. to lipht t.hat even

f these eipht ia not a nickel novel of the
hool. It is difT' rcr.t. It do4**S not tell the

advonr >ne inspirinp hero. It tells in
forrr. movinp picture plays.

"Fwd Fearnot!" '.King Brady!" "The
Libertj "The Boy Firerrran!" "Buf-
alo Hill!" "Young Wild Weat!" There are

the only heroes that remain. They account for
ns. The other two

'Moving Picture Stories" arid "Happy
Hay-;." Thii last ifl thfl solfl survivor of the
many weeklies that used to print continued

of wild ndventure for boy readers.

I.ow T() \I\M;. MONEY

Those (f ns who road nickel novels il
boyhood cannot contemplate th their
popularity without ¦ feeiing ol A
senlimental de] reeps iact ih -umlar
to that which engulfed all good rounders when
they saw the oldrirr, ng hack

ually driven out of bui iness by h« taxicab.
There are only two publishing h

contintifl to issue nickel ni lay; and of
theflfl on« mei] r.ot be reckoned wi'h. ai it turns
ou» oaly oiM .'i srflflk. All the rest come from
thi* house of Frank Touaty.
Frank Touscy! What I n.irr.o for ¦ puh-

liflba of nickel novels!

By the very irony of fate such pootl name?

as BaSfldlfl'fl, whieh roek'- with phl re

of (-I'.omy crags, precipi4*4*fl, ilouch hats, spurs,
many-caped coats. holsters and wild hi
have passed ou' rfl n maiii
only Frank Ton
As a boy I never know how to prom

this dflftdly hV name. Was it Toosie? I f
it was! A namo that sounded of pantomimfl

that rrnVht belong to the down in a dr
that suppested anything bul thc stern, un

yielding, vengeful rrtufl of which nickel
ri'" made.

When I Uied to read the I- rank !'.
i. I would turn the cover hurriedly so that
I mipht dotlpe seeing that vapid name of the
publisher. The unccrl proun-

i.\ Rubcri .f. Wildhack

X.BE A WAITER
There's one way of makinc* monev that ha-* nn! yet been depi.ted;

A Cttmceajskwi Bfl ¦ waiter is the only thinj^ vou need.
If the patrons do not tip you they'II be jolly well e\ icted.

All you have to be is present when the\ settle for their feed.

1.You -for example).
2.Money.

¦I weighcd upon my mind like fhe m^m-

ory of an e*. il deed.
".*.>... I used to say to my.-elf. "I

shall clear up this my-tcry. I shall po to the
New Vurk and track this puh-

^isher to hia 'air. At the point of my trusfy
Wincheater, ary, I shall make him dia-
irorge fhe aecret shall make him tell me how
hia name is pronounced."

yeara rolled by, but the mystery remained
unsolved. The name of Frank Touaey lay
af th'* back of my mind h Matinp un-

inty. Other names found a pla.'e beaide
:. Hedda Gabler, Eva Tanguay, Bertha Ka-
lich.hut none could jump the claim of Touaey.

Then, at last. I got a clew. Rapidly I un-

ed the mystery.
I went to the publiahing house of Krank

v in Twenty-third atreel and ftred mv

lank. Hai ry E. Wolff, preai-
,!, nt of Krank Touaey, Publiaher, answwed
ni". Touaey ia pronouniHrd so that th.* tirst

de rhynu'S with "now."
Diacovi red at
"Wi tically the only publiaher* left

in the fne-cent novel tield." said Mr. WolfT.
Smith still publish one. hut we puh-

all the re-t."
Hr. Wolff invited me into hia private of-

t for his editor-in-chief.
"He can te'.l you all you want to know ahout

novel hei'tie-," -aid Mr. WolfT, when the
..ditnr joined us.

"What has become of old Krank R"ade?M
I asked.

'T, my.-alf. wrote 'he Frank Roade Btoriee,**
rejiii.'.i the editor,
"What: Y"'i're not the creator of Fran,k

Reade, Krank Reade, -fr.. Barney and Pomp'."
"The same!*1
-ank back aphast. Here was the very man

who had writ'.en dosena of stories that I had
read as n boy under most thrillinp eircum-
stances. I had read them in school; I had
read them in bed in the dead of night by a can-

dle flame that trembled at every Btrange stir-
ring of the air in ruy drauphty room.

"Your name!" I cried. "Tell me your name!
1 -hail bestow ime worth more than

.k.alfh of the well known fnca-
He sadly fdtook his head.
"Fnouph," said he, "that I have heen ahle

to bring up a family and buy a home, and that
now I drive my own car on the pi

.¦ -rate my privacj by
ime in the Ha

The Tril une. I care naught for
Let me po down in litera-

t.jre lation aave the num

which I wrote
NONA ME!"

it, N'oname'" aaid ! aheathing my

Bul ince has N'oname now, even

^ inventi
u Ma ¦¦¦¦

laii araid rmging
ipared to

ING a limi with villaina da-h
nent into pounding,

atorm t
in my dl boyi read

la they had t. If
they were caught, they caught it Many a

thrill; of aiventure hepun in secret

ire ended in a public knoutinp, with Pa
playinp the Grand Duke and his waywar i

i.-ti'ip the Russian paaaa
Rut ttoMkdaya eaaa the boy I t Ml

and thunder in secret!
..ur life!

I'a lik.'S blood a:.d thunder. - doea
'.la. So do the i.tr.tr BM n.t.ers of the family.
They all like blood and thunder; they all ___ltt

>;e blood and thunder; and they all
.- .. | lood ar.d thunder at the

iaNa

Pasted Jewels
MAGH

,*,-/ FHitard J. O-rtW*-.. * 7-u* 7-., -aja-J .,,.,,-,
I ran in'.o th* BMflflt light
A* hard as I could I
The treetops how*.! ii skflflf ie |
\a |f they loved the aun:

And ail the aor.g* af
Who lau(*heri and crrcri ln I

Were Jeiaed *.. they arera

And down rhe Btrflafl" .

A lark carr,» glrel Bg I
of wonder-wea |
And all the arrh
Wher* meadowla- -,-..

Ara whrri I nu »

And through the
In pulsing lovely *¦

A mut hung In a

A* though th* Hgj-h, '

Turned pnra
Ar.d bathed It in «

I atripped my laog i .

And pl'-inj?'*'!
That wanhed m*

And raced airaina*
That strnkcl rr.y eai; . .*

And made my sp

Acroas the linltl
Thr. winri and I BWAJ
Beyond th*. geldeB
Wi danced acm-,-, tha '¦ ll

Like thnishi** * -.-

A son-; of lonj- l

Altd on Into the -

Wa atrora to a

And hrintr t a ome,

And brinj- i r iSoma ». >

Uatfl the nleep'nf- eyei "' ¦".'"

Vror-ri tha ainping foam.

A"d down the rivflf »f thfl world
Oar pio-^in-* Ihabfl ln | *. «<

A* iprinp within a flov
And Btan

I, '-.* petals in a shower.

And tear* of awful wonder ran

Adown my eheeks to hear tha
Of beauty ehauntinr- wk tfl
The prayer too deep for living B*efa.
Or alght of man. or wlagiag
<>r musie over fore*' heard
.V 'ailinp of the fligl

i tan
On j-raf»e* thnt the arinda I

In urjr-e of floodlng "*.

|
The gOBtla air." ef dawn ar

To cradle rr.orn .np's n

The nuirniiir af thi
Arou>
1 ika ".*.* *.

ln ri.

And flowinp through the arlent i'i

And cailing me bj Bfll

!? nestled in my dreatninr* I 88

Liks heaven in a lake.
And 84
For rery bea

I i Biern,
Who-.. iraaated dawi
Could aearci ly bear to braak.

1 san? into the mornin.; light
Ai lou! H I c ml
The treetops bowe! in iheef da .

Refore a slenl
And sll thi
Who laughi
A<lored tha

THE flXN MER*i SPIING
Oil -' .I4

I find it' en'V tO Bfl
ln wir.rer, when the land la more haa
Tha Aretle Pole, . arca

With James for foe and all the mea lears rairerj
1 t>el ir. eoneord aril thi

A' d uruiltre ro stTorl rhar may h-
'io entilade the man.

¦ it now. how hard, when Sprintj i ac.nra,
To QttC

Wifh all rhe ittm re,
H.'W 4

"

Whom a- I ta*
Hut he came back and eried, "Thfl ilae'i ov.'.

And that is all I kr

They ar«k me thinijs about my p - -

And whether I'w in ti themi
f "4 4' *¦¦

I only wiah ta tom-h th* bloorn;
And when tBCI a

I
I hear thr» i i*-fl thruah ard murmur, "Thanka

1 Bviah that l wa* tl

When we exter I **"*.>
[ wa

I dei a'* to pluck ..

BV behind tO Wfll . bee;
Nur ha .'-' i Haa

Whei, BOBM i.ava lingi'r- . ..-..*

leap,
\ a tina

\ .

Ind alwayi rsaga

I *hall indite m ruds Fii
If Coloneli

And her- ril*, ar* al*
*-. it sentry-g

., it leaves BI8

But, atra the a

:'*a<-».
hled in thi .' ¦

And . . -.

, m

lle can'l hara l a sos
r. ..

iMil.i IB!* K TBBCRli
a ho pluck forblddaa frui',

naraaa t its

M» who aavar ha* been awed
Ir by devil, rr
Now lii's prone upon the »od.

. whfl thrOW her rror^blei p§
With 4 ti-r* ran '.augh
».¦ tha .*- IttiSflt parafjraph'
1, the gr 8B,

4 -4in!

-body, beau or hoor.
ii lull a- 1 i jr.

Kmds that ltv ii .-na aour!

thfl ».., rh* -4- |. in -

, . B4*eg
18 a Bia t)

B rhe ( leveland Plain Daalaa.


